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Royal Ireland. 
HE great event of the week is the 
royal visit to Ireland, where the 

King and Queen arrive to-day. 

When the royal couple went to 

Ireland in 1868 as Prince and Princess 
of Wales they were received 
with immense enthusiasm. 
A striking incident of the 
procession in Dublin was the 
exploit of a young lady on 
horseback. She pushed 
through the guards and 
galloped by the side of the 
royal carriage until she had 


taken a good look at the 
occupants. Then turning 
away she said, ‘Oh, thank 


I have seen them 
go home happy 


you all; 
and shall 
now.” 


An Irish Joke. 
©! another royal journey 
to Ireland a rather 
good story has been told. 
The late Duke of Albany 
going to a public meeting 
in Dublin spoke lengthily 
of potatoes and the potato 
crop. This rather wearied 
lis audience. His eloquent 
address concluded, the duke 
left the building to enter his 
carriage. Judge of his asto- 
nishment to discover three large sacks of 
“praties”’ piled up near the carriage steps 
and the label attached, ‘‘The Duke of 
Albany likes potatoes.” The duke did 
not even mention the word, “potato,” 
during the rest of his visit. 


THE MAYOR OF BURY DONS HIS STAGE CLOTHES 


-TATT 


one of the most successful ever held. 


Scotland’s Worst. 
al he shooting at Bisley is now in full 

progress. The volunteers generally 
do well in the competitions. It is told of 
a certain corps, however, that when about 


to start firing on the local range they were 


THE BURY ST. EDMUNDS PAGEANT 


Given fine weather the Bury St. Edmunds Pageant, which opened on Monday, should be 

With that past master of pageants in command, 

Mr. Louis N. Parker, a most beautiful show was to be expected, but rehearsals have made 

evident that in the pageant at Bury St. Edmunds Mr. Parker has surpassed himself. He 

is shown in the above photograph conducting the performance with the aid of a large 
megaphone from the top of the grand stand in the abbey grounds 


astonished to find the marker standing 
right in front of the target. A sergeant 


was sent to warn him, and the man was 
told he was a fool. ‘I’m no sica fule as 
ye think,’ said the marker. ‘I’m safer here. 
I hae marked for yer company before.” 
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Toole’s. Question. 
twas at Bury St. Edmunds, where the 
pageant is now taking place, that the 
late J. L. Toole cracked one of his jokes. 
He was in a train which was delayed 
about a quarter-of-an-hour in the station. 
Putting his head out of the 
carriage window the come- 
dian, adopting a_ serious 
aspect, asked for the station- 


master, and when that 
a came inquired of 
him, “Sir, can you tell me 


at what ‘time the funeral 


takes place?” “What 
funeral ?”’ asked the station- 
master. ‘“‘ Why,’ said the 


actor, looking more serious 
than ever, “ haven’t we come 
to Bury St. Edmunds?” 


By Orde. 


Hs Majesty, it appears, 
will review the volun- 


teers at Cardiff during his 
journey through Wales this 
week. Some years ago at 
Port Talbot, South W ales, 
a corps of volunteers were 
having a field day. At the 
finish the battalion being 
drawn up in line the colonel 
noticed that some of the men 
did not wear moustaches. As 
there was going to be a royal 
review some weeks later the colonel, think- 
ing the appearance of the rank and file 
would be improved, said, ‘I want every 
man to grow a moustache.” The wag of the 
corps stepped forward, saluted, and asked, 
“What colour will you have them, sir.” 


PUTTING ON HIS ARMOUR—THE MAYOR BUSY AT WORK 


Most of the customary humorous contrasts in costume are now being seen in the streets of Bury St. Edmunds, most of the performers in the pageant dressing at 


home and walking to the abbey grounds. 
himself in his stage costume. 
“photographs, however, dispose of this story. 
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The above photographs represent the Mayor of Bury St. Edmunds, who is taking an important part in the pageant, attiring 
The mayor has entered with great enthusiasm into the work of the pageant, and rumour has it that he even slept in his robes, Our 
Congratulations must be accorded to the Venerable Archdeacon Hodges, whose acting as Abbot Samson is a revelation 
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MISS ALEXANDRA CARLISLE AND MR. MAUDE IN THE NEW COMEDY AT THE PLAYHOUSE 


Above are represented two incidents from the latest venture of Mr. Maude. As Harriet Fordyce, a lady who has resumed her maiden name after divorcing the real 
Montgomery Putnam (Mr. Maude enacts the imaginary Putnam), Miss Alexandra Carlisle does much to make the pieee a succéss 


Photographs by Dover Street Studios 


THE GROUP OF PLAYERS IN “THE EARL OF PAWTUCKET” 


‘The names of the characters, reading from left to right, are: Page boy (Master Doyle), Wilkins (Mr. John Harwood), Henry Seaford (Mr. George Courteney), Silas 

Hooper (Mr. George Shelton), Aunt Jane (Miss Pollie Emery), Arthur Weatherbee (Mr. Richard Sterling), Harriet Fordyce (Miss Alexandra Carlisle), Earl of Cardington 

(Mr. Cyril Maude), Ella Seaford (Miss Elsie Ferguson), Senator Barker (Mr. W. H. Post), Judge Fordyce (Mr. A. S. Aspland), Crennan (Mr. Dore Davidson), and 
Duffield (Mr. David Todd) 


Out of a not very good American play Mr, Cyril Maude makes splendid fun in his part of the Earl of Cardington, in which all Mr. Maude's powers in 

depicting a ‘‘peer of the realm” who poses as an American are called upon to make things go. He is éxcellently helped, amongst others, by Miss 

Alexandra Carlisle, Miss Elsie Ferguson, Miss Pollie Emery, and Mr. George Shelton. No one wanting an evening of laughter should miss going to The 
Playhouse to see ‘‘ The Earl of Pawtucket” 
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THE GALCER 


ee TOURS, 


PORTUGAL, TOURS AND CRUISES. 


EVERY TEN DAYS. 
14 days, £12; 23 days, £16 to £20. 


R.M.S. LANFRANC (6,400 tons, twin-screw) from Liverpool, 9th July ; from London (via 
Southampton), 12th July. 
R.M.S. AUGUSTINE (3,500 tons), from Liverpool, 19th July ; from London (via Southampton) 
22nd July 
For full Re ticUcen apply 


BOOTH LINE : 3 James. Street; Li 
PLEASURE CRUISES TO NORWAY 


BY THE 
ORIENT. COMPANY'S:S:S. 7 ORHEE:: 
BERGEN, GUDVANGEN, BALHOLMEN 


6,814 Tons Reg., 10,000 H.P. 
Visiting 

LOEN, MEROK, NAES and ODDA. 
| 3 Days’ Delightful Cruise for 13 Guineas 


Strand, London. 
iverpool. 


13th & 27th July. oF 


FRETHEIM, 
10th & 24th Aug. 
and upwards. 


Managers—F. GREEN & Co., and ANDERSON, ANDERSON, & Co., Head Offices, Fenchurch 
Avenue, London. For Passage apply to the latter firm at 5, Fenchurch Avenue, E.C., or to the 
West End Branch Office, 28, Cockspur Street, S.W. 


YACHTING CRUISES 


West Highlands, 
West and North Coast of Scotland, 


AND 
Round Great Britain. 


Beautiful Scenery, Excellent Accommodation, and Table. 
Moderate Fares. 


APPLY TO M. LANGLANDS & SONS, 
LIVERPOOL. 


CONDUCTED TOURS 
leave frequently for 
PARIS, SWITZERLAND, and 
THE RHINE. 

THE RHINE, BLACK FOREST, 
and SWITZERLAND. 
PARIS and SWITZERLAND. 


GRAND ALPINE. TOUR, 
Occupying 14 to 22 days. 


SELECT 
CONDUCTED 
SWISS « 
TOURS. 


Travel tickets, hotel accommodation, carriage drives, steamer and rail 
excursions, sight-seeing, rail and hotel servants’ fees, free allowance of luggage, 
and the services of a competent Conductor 

Inclusive fare, from £22 1Qs. 
NO EXTRAS. 
Illustrated booklet post free. 


THOS. COOK & SON, 
LUDGATE CIRCUS, LONDON, AND BRANCH OFFICES. 


NORTH OF SCOTLAND AND ORKNEY AND SHET- 
LAND STEAM NAVIGATION COMPANY’S 


SUMMER CRUISES. 


The fine steam yacht ‘St. Sunniva’’ from Leith to the WEST COAST AND FIORDS of 
Norway, July 13th and 25th, and August 6th; inclusive fare from £10 10s. 

CRUISE ROUND GREAT BRITAIN from Leith, August 17th, Gravesend 19th, calling at 
Torquay, Dartmouth, Falmouth, Dublin, Isle of Man, Greenock, Oban, Stornoway, Orkney, 
Aberdeen, and Leith. 

From Albert Dock, Leith, to CAITHNESS and the ORKNEY and SHETLAND ISLANDS, 
every Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Friday, and from Aberdeen five times a week, 
from May Ist to September 30th. 

ST. MAGNUS HOTEL, HILLSWICK, SHETLAND. Comfortable quarters, excellent 
cuisine, grand rock scenery, and good loch and sea fishing in neighbourhood. Passage money 
and eight days in hotel for £6 6s. 

Full particulars from THomas Cook & Son, Ludgate Circus, London; Worpir & Co., 
75, West Nile Street, Glasgow; James H. Mitne, 1, Tower Place, Leith; and CHarLes 
MERRYLEES, Manager, Aberdeen. 


LONDON AND ABERDEEN. 


THE ABERDEEN STEAM NAVIGATION COMPANY’S STEAMERS, 

FROM LONDON (Aberdeen Wharf, Limehouse) Every Wednesday and Saturday. 

FROM ABERDE (87, Waterloo Quay) Every Wednesday and Saturday. 

Steamers fitted up First-class Style. Smoking Room and Ladies’ Saloon on Deck. Electric Light throughout, 

HOLIDAY TOURS to Ballater, Balmoral, Braemar, Deeside Highlands, Dunkeld, Inverness, and Caledonian 
Canal ; also to Orkney and Shetland Islands. 
Berths secured and further information obtained on application to GEORGE MUTCH, Age nt, ene Aberdeen 
Steam Navigation Co.’s Wharf, Limehouse; Pitt & SCoTT, Ltd., 25. Cannon Street, E.C, » WHEATLEY 
& Co., 23, Regent Street, S.W., London ; ALEXANDER MURRAY, 261, Union Street, avaiace 
EDWARD J. SAVAGE, MANAC 
Telephone—Wharf, Limehouse, No. ; 
Office, Aberdeen, No. 7. 


: or 

ZR, ABERDEEN, 
Telegraphic Address—"* Mutch, Limehouse, L: ondon.” Eastern. 
“ Navigation, Aberdeen.” 


THE RATE OF POSTAGE FOR THIS WEEK’S TATLER is as follows: 
anywhere in the United Kingdom 4d. per copy; to Canada 1d. per copy. Elsewhere 
abroad the rate would be 4d. FOR EVERY TWO OUNCES. Care should therefore be taken to 
correctly WEIGH AND STAMP all copies before forwarding. 
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ST. JAMES’S KING STREET, PALL MALL. GEORGE ALEXANDER, 
VERY EVENING, at 8.30 (Last Three Nighis), 
OHN GLAYDE’S HONOUR. By Atrrep Surro. 
MR. GEORGE ALEXANDER. MISS EVA MOORE. 


ARRICK. MR. ARTHUR BOURCHIER 


and MISS VIOLET VANBRUGH EVERY EVENING at 8.30 in 
THE WALLS OF JERICH 
The ae Play in Four Acts by ALFRED ott 
MATINEE every WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY at 2.30. 


YRIC THEATRE. MR. LEWIS WALLER 
Lessee, Mr. William Greet. Under the Management of Mr. Tom B. Davis. 
EVERY EVENING at 8.30—for Six Performances only. 


MONSIEUR BEAUCAIRE. 
MATINEE TO-DAY (Wednesday) and SATURDAY NEXT at 2.30. 


AIETY THEATRE. Manager, Mr. Georce Epwarpgs, 
EVERY EVENING at 8 (Doors open 7.40). 
A New Musical Play, entitled 
THE GIRLS OF GOTTENBERG. 


MATINEE EVERY WEDNESDAY at 2 (doors open 1.40). 
Box Office open daily from 10 till 10. 


HAFTESBURY.—LADY TATTERS.— 
EVERY EVENING, at 8.15. _ MATINEE THURSDAYS, at 2. 
LADY TATTERS. 


Tue Stroncest Cast in Lonpon Mr. COURTICE POUNDS, Mr. WALTER pean 
Miss LOUIE POUNDS, Miss CLAUDIA LASELL, Miss MARIE GEORGE 


LONDON HIPPODROME. 
TWICE DAILY, at 2 and 8 p.m. 
MIRTH, MYSTERY, AND SENSATION. 
AQUATIC, STAGE, AND EQUESTRIAN SPECTACLE. 


EMPIRE, LEICESTER SQ., W.C. SIR ROGER DE COVERLEY, 
Mdle. ADELINE GENEE, Premiére Danseuse. 
MR. HYMACK. BARBER RITCHIE TRIO. CLARA ALEXANDER. 
DERBY PICTURES. And Selected Variety Programme. 
EVERY EVENING at 8.0. Manager, Mr. H. J. Hitcuins. 


ALKAN STATES EXHIBITION, EARL’S COURT, 

Open lla.m.tollp.m. 1s. Season Tickets, 10s. 6d. Weekly Tickets, 2s. 6d. 
SERVIAN SECTION.—QUEEN'S PALACE. BULGARIAN SECTION.—IMPERIAL 
COURT. MONTENEGRIN SECTION.—DUCAL HALL. 

WORKING TOBACCO, CARPET, AND OTHER EXHIBITS.—Manufactures, Raw Products, 
Arts and Industries. 

IN THE BALKAN VILLAGE.—PEASANT DANCERS and GIPSY MUSICIANS—FREE. 
“THROUGH THE BALKANS IN TEN MINUTES.’ 

VIEWS of MONASTIR, SHIPKA PASS, CATTARO, &c 
GRAND MILITARY and Lente aes CONCERTS. 

EARL'S COUR 
“OLD JAPAN" IN THE EMPRESS HALL. 
With its Temples, Monuments, Teahouses, and Geisha. 
“All-around is a wealth of bloom.”—Times. 
““Tllusion complete from the doors.’—Daily Telegraph. 
“A spectacle the most beautiful ever produced. ”’—Morning Post. 
Realistic and gorgeous conception.’’—Standard. 
“SEE THE WATERFALL AND THE LOTUS POND.” 
FIJI-YAMA-NIKKO TEMPLE AND NIKKO BRIDGE. 
i JAPANESE THEATRE, FREE, 
OLD JAPAN.” “OLD JAPAN.” 
Maxim's Flying Machine. Balkan Stalactite Caves. Pygmies from Ituri. 
CORMORANTS. The Salt Mine. 


M. ARMAND KALISZ 


Has now returned to London from his tour with ‘‘My Darling,” and is 
OPEN for ENGAGEMENTS to SING at AT HOMES and PRIVATE 
CONCERTS. 


For Vacant Dates apply :— = 
Concert Direction DANIEL MAYER, Chatham House, George St., Hanover Square. 


“ALSTONA” MINIATURES AND PAINTINGS. 


EXHIBITION OPEN DAILY 10 to 6. Saturdays 10 to 1. 
Free Demonstrations by Mrs. Alston daily at 11.30 and 3.30. 
THE ALSTON GALLERY, 52, NEW BOND STREET, W. 


The FISHING 


FREE. 


ST: LBANS PAGEANT. 
JULY 15, 16, 17, 18, 19, 20, 1907. 
EIGHT HISTORICAL EPISODES. Daily at Three o'clock. 
ST LBANS PAGEANT. 
A MAGNIFICENT AND STUPENDOUS PRODUCTION. 
Eight Episodes from B.C, 54 to A.D. 1572. 2,000 PERFORMERS. 
ST LBANS PAGEANT. 
Stirring Music. Chorus of 200 Voices and Orchestra of 100 Performers. 
Beautiful Costumes. Marvellous Properties. Covered Stand to seat over 4,000. 
ST: LBANS PAGEANT. 
Within 20 miles of London. Special Cheap Railway Fares up to 150 miles. 
Motor Garage Accommodation for 500 Cars on Pageant Ground. 
St: LBANS PAGEANT. 
Produced by Mr. HERBERT JARMAN. 
There is every, reason to believe that in beauty and in historical accuracy of detail the 
St. Albans Pageant will be worthy of its city."'"\—Ture Trisune. 
St LBANS PAGEANT. 
Seats, 21s., 10s. 6d., 5s. 6d., and 3s. 6d. may be booked and plan of Grand Stand 
seen at THOS. COOK & SON'S Tourist Offices; KEITH, PROWSE & CO.'s Box 
Offices; or at Pageant House, St. Albans, where full particulars may be obtained 
of the Rev. Canon Giossop, Hon. Sec. 
STAMMERING 
PERMANENTLY CURED by personal tuition only. Pupils taken in 
residence, 
INTERVIEW ON WRITTEN APPLICATION to— 
Mr. A. C. SCHNELLE, 119, Bedford Court Mansions, London, W.C. 
HEAP CONTINENTAL HOLIDAY, 
THE ARDENNES, 35s. 5d. 
BRUSSELS (for Waterloo) and back, 30s. 11d. 
By G.E.R. Co.'s large twin-screw passenger steamers. 
Via Harwich-Antwerp every week-day. 
Season Tickets over Belgian Railways is: ued. 
MAIL HARWICH-HOOK of Holland Route to the Continent 


BRITISH ROYAL 
daily. 

Express Services to Berlin, Leipsic, Dresden, Munich and Vienna. THrouGH CARRIAGES 
and Restaurant Cars between the Hook of Holland, Berlin, Cologne and Bale. 

HROUGH CARRIAGES between the Hook of Holland and Frankfort-on-Main. 

London (Liverpool Street Station) dep. 8.30 p.m. for the Hook of Holland. Corripor TRA!: 
Dining and Breakfast Cars. 

London (Liverpool Street Station) dep. 8.40 p.m. for Antwerp. Dining and Breakfast Cars 

Direct service from Scotland, the North and Midlands. 

Corridor Vestibuled Trains with Dining and Breakfast Cars between York and Harwich. 

Read the G.E.R. Co.'s “ Tourist Guide to the Continent,” illustrated, price 6d., post 8d. 

Particulars at 12a, Regent Street, W., or of the Continental Traffic Manager, Liverpool Street 
Station, London, E.C. 


LIVERPOOL STREET HOTEL, one of the finest in London, adjoins Terminus.— 
H. C. AMenptT, Manager. 
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Photographs of Moment. 


MR. A. BOURCHIER AND MR. G. ALEXANDER A SENSATIONAL FINISH 
The greatest possible success attended the theatrical On the whole the motor races at Brooklands were highly successful, Pictures of the course 
garden party in aid of the Actors’ Orphanage. There appear on page 9 of ‘‘The Tatler’ Sporting and Country House Supplement, but the above 
was all the fun of the fair and many popular stage illustration represents a remarkable finish for the Byfleet Plate of 550 sovs., in which Mr. Charles 
favourites in mufti. The above is a snapshot of Mr. Jarrott (in a white cap), on a Lorraine-Diétrich, and Mr. F. Newton, on a Napier, raced neck and 
Arthur Bourchier and Mr. George Alexander discussing neck for ten miles at nearly 100 miles an hour. Then Jarrott entered the straight slightly ahead, 
the procedure for the reception of the royal visitors only to be overtaken on the post by Newton, the race being declared a dead heat 


Horace W. Nicholls 


AT HENLEY LAST YEAR THIS YEAR'S DAMP HENLEY 
THE TWO HENLEYS—A REMARKABLE STUDY IN CONTRASTS 


All over the country rain marred open-air functions last week. The test match, the ‘varsity match, and Henley alike suffered, and the umbrella and 

waterproof were conspicuous by their presence. The rain was responsible for a deplorable Henley, for it was water, water, everywhere, and many boat 

occupants spent their time in baling out rain water. The above photographs present a grimly humorous contrast, the Henley last year showing the lawn 
: of Phyllis Court when afternoon tea was in full swing 
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PRINCE DANILO (MR. JOSEPH COYNE) AND SONIA (MISS LILY ELSIE) DANCING THE MUCH-TALKED-OF WALTZ 


This scene, the most important of the second act, sees the delightful waltz which from the first performance has evoked scenes of extraordinary enthusiasm 
on the part of the audience 


The who‘’e town is 
now finging with the 
haunting strains of the 
beautiful dance in the 
second act of “ The 
Merry Widow,” charm- 
ingly interpreted by 
Mr. Coyne and Miss 
Elsie, and the music 
which has delighied a 
continent is giving equal 
delight here. In M. Franz 
Lehar is the true suc- 
cessor to Offenbach, and 
it is to be hoped that 
London will soon see 
further examples of his 
true musical talent. A 
word is due to our con- 
trikutor, Mr. Adrian 
Ross, for his very 
pleasiny lyrics for this 
most successful piece. 


In “The Merry 
Widow’”’ Mr. George 
Edwardes has found a 
comic opera which will 
fill Daly’s Theatre for 
many months to come, 
In every way—in music, 
in lyrics, in acting—a 
genuine success has been 
found, and it is hard to 
say to whom should be 
awardei the honours of 
the occasion. Never have 
the famous band of drolls 
—Mr. Joseph Coyne, 
Mr. George Graves, Mr. 
W. H. Berry, and Mr. 
Fred Kaye—acted better, 
and if only for the intro- 
cuction of Miss Lily 
Elsie is Mr. Edwardes to 
be cordially thanked for 
“The Merry Widow.” 


BARON POPOFF (MR. GEORGE GRAVES) TELLS A FUNNY STORY 


Mr. Graves’s sayings throughout the piece are irresistible and evoke roars of laughter. Seated 
on his right are: Frou-Frou (Miss Daisie Irving), Margot (Miss Margot Erskine), To-To (Miss 
Mabel Munroe), and on his left Jou-Jou (Miss Dolly Dombey) 


Se PT ZE 


Photographs by Foulsham & Ban fiee 
SCENE FROM ACT IIIl._SONIA TO THE PRINCE: “| LOVE YOU! | LOVE YOU! I'VE ALWAYS LOVED YOU!” 


The names of the characters, reading from left to right, are: Nisch, messenger to the legation (Mr. W. H. Berry); Sylvaine (Miss Irene Desmond); M. de 

St. Brioche ‘Mr. Gordon Cleather); Natalie, wife of Baron Popoff (Miss Elizabeth Firth); Baron Popoff (Mr. George Graves); Prince Danilo (Mr. Joseph 

Coyne); Sonia (Miss Lily Elsie); General Novikovich (Mr. Fred Kaye); Olga, wife of Novikovich (Miss Nina Sevening) ; M. Khadja (Mr. V. O’'Conncr ; and the 
Marquis de Cascada (Mr. Lennox Pawle) 
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"OH, THE WOMEN!”—THE SEPTET DANCE, A STATELY MEASURE 


The names of characters, reading from left to right, are: Prince Danilo (Mr. Joseph Coyne), Marquis De Cascada (Mr. Lennox Pawle), 
Baron Popoff (Mr. George Graves), Nisch (Mr. W. H. Berry), M. De St. Brioche (Mr. Gordon Cleather), M. Khadja (Mr. V. O'Connor), 
and General Novikovich (Mr. Fred Kaye) 


Photograths by Foulsham & Ban field 


MISS IRENE DESMOND AS “SYLVAINE” THE MERRY WIDOW WOOS PRINCE DANILO 
This charming young actress is seen to great advantage as the wife of Miss Lily Elsie’s impersonation of Sonia, the merry widow, is a delightful 
Khadja, councillor of the legation, enacted by that clever actor, Mr. V. thing to see, and in a like manner Mr. Joseph Coyne’s burlesques are 
O'Connor inimitable 
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Master Forester of Dartmoor. 
HE Duke of Newcastle 
is the possessor of many 
quaint titles, among 
them being that of 
Master Forester of Dartmoor. 
The descendant of distinguished 
forebears, for the Clintons have 
had much to do with the his- 
tory of their country under 
many monarchs, Clumber, the 
magnificent country seat, can 
show many interesting relics, 
pictures, tapestries, china, and 
so forth, of priceless value. 


A Country-loving Duchess. 
“The Duchess of Newcastle is 

by no means a lover of 
town life, spending the greater 
portion of her days in the coun- 
try. She is a wonderlul whip 
and a keen sportswoman famed 
for her love of dogs and the 
many valuable specimens she 
possesses. Her name is fre- 
quently seen among those of 
the judges at dog shows. Be- 
fore her marriage she was Miss 
Kathleen Candy, a niece of 
Lord Rossmore. 


N schoolboy wrote : “ Soldiers 
= are of three kinds— tin 
soldiers, real soldiers, and 
volunteers.” 


THE WORLD'S .SMALLEST PONY 


Mr. Beale of Kent, a champion Shetland pony-breeder, has succeeded in 
breeding a pony which is claimed to be the smallest in the world, 
only 18 in. high and is as playful as the proverbial kitten 


It is 


The Butler’s English, 
ady Bb. of Belgravia has a 
butler possessed of a pro- 
digious person and a particular 
penchant for big words. 

His wife, a sort of matron 
of the mansion, had been much 
troubled by toothache, so Lady 
B. inquired of the husband how 
she was. ‘This was the butler’s 
reply :— 

“Oh, Mrs. Perks is much 
better, thank you, madam. I 
chartered a vehicle yesterday 
and removed her to the den- 
tist’s, and—would you credit 
it?—-when the offending molar 
was extracted she entirely lost 
conscientiousness.” 


A Candid Opinion, 
xX well - known music - hal] 

comedian entered a hat- 
ter’s establishment in Regent 
Street to have his hat ironed. 
While standing bareheaded in 
the shop a certain bishop came 
in and mistaking him for one 
of the assistants handed him his 
hat with the remark, ‘“‘ Have 
you a hat like that?” The 
comedian took the hat and, 
after well examining it, handed 
it back. ‘No,’ he said, “ but 
if I had Vd be hanged if I'd 


wear it.” 


A QUAINT PROCESSION THROUGH THE CITY OF LONDON—THE VINTNERS’ 


COMPANY’S ANNUAL VISIT TO CHURCH 


In accordance with their time-honoured custom the Vintners’ Company paid their annual visit the other day to the church of St. Michael's Paternoster. 


_ The procession was led by two men wearing silk hats and smocks and armed with brooms. 


clean path for the pious vintners 


30 


In olden days these two officials swept the roads to make a 


No. 315, JULY I0, 1907] 


An Obligation Repaid. 

XFORD has given Mark Twain the 
distinction of a doctor's degree, 
and now at any rate we have 
paid our debt to America. No 

longer shall we be taunted with our 
ingratitude in’ returning the honour con- 
ferred (by Bates College) on our leading 
humorist, Dr. Clifford. 


Honour for Humour. 

Humour is looking up. Mark Twain 
has got a doctor’s hood and Gilbert 

a knighthood. The next thing will be to 

make Mr. Birrell a peer. 


The House of Laughter. 
Ou humorists let us reward 

By making each a noble lord, 
And then we may with greater ease 
Select some serious M.P.’s. 


YM) 
y 


MINT @ 


The Police have a Clue. 

Mark Twain has protested that he has 
not got the Ascot cup, but the police 

evidently have their suspicions. They 

have sent detectives to New York, and 

Mark was there not long ago. 


The Cheerful Catholic. 
Father Vaughan has been explaining 
that Catholics are always cheerful, 
even humorous, as they ought to be, 
whereas Calvinists ought to be gloomy if 
they are not. As a typical instance of 
Catholic cheerfulness and humour the 
worthy father quoted the case of an im- 
prisoned Catholic lady in the time of Bad 
Queen Bess (as he considered her) who 
poured some holy (aud probably dirty) 
water on a Protestant persecutor as he 
rode under the window of her prison, with 
the result that his horse promptly threw 
him, to the great amusement of the faithful. 


UY 
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SUBAAE IS Reau ote — 


RUB TLAREE ER 


By Adrian 
Ross. 


What Ohio } 
ollowing the example of the Kentucky 
belles of last year a company of 
Ohio girls are coming over to Europe at 
the expense of their friends and admirers, 
and are known as the Buckeye Daisies. 
If the young ladies are attractive as well 
as vivacious we shall find many a Euro- 
pean buck eyeing them, and perhaps the 
band will be thinned before its remnant 
returns. 
Ee 3 2 
The Charge of the Bright Brigade. 
“ Torward, Buckeye Brigade ! 
Sail for the East,” they said. 
So seventeen obeyed, 
All Buckeye Daisies. 
Kodaks to right of them, 
Kodaks to left of them, 
Artists in front of them, 
Working like blazes ! 
They were not feeling shy 


THE NEW ARMY MODEL—BY TOM BROWNE. No. 7.—Our village contribution 


The Schoolmaster All Abroad. 
Macnamara, in answering Lord 


r. 
D Lansdowne’s last speech, suggested 
that his lordship had better go back to 
his salmon-fishing and stay there. Lord 
Lansdowne is too courteous probably to 
suggest that it is a pity the doctor ever 
left his school for politics. 


The New School of Oratory. 


hould politicians differ as to what is 


“= just and right 
lhey can be quite incisive while remain- 
ing most polite. 
A Lansdowne can observe this safe and 
salutary rule ; 
But manners are an extra in 
namara school, 


the Mac- 


Childish Cheerfulness. 
This rather infantile practical joke was 
no doubt considered as: the highest 
form of humour at the time, but it is 
rather a libel on Catholics to infer that 
they have not got a good deal further 
since then.. A truly religious person ought 
to be childlike, but that is not the same 
thing as being childish, 


Arrested Development. 
[2 infancy we mostly love 
A subtle humour to descry 
In throwing water from above 
On people riding by. 
But if religious people now 
Enjoy the tale the father told, 
A Protestant may wonder how 
‘They stopped at five years old. 
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They knew the reason why ; 
Over the Continent 
Went all the Daisies ! 


Flashed all the seventeen 

Through every famous scene, 

Each calm as any queen 
Through travel’s phases. 

Paris, Berlin, and Rome, 

Mediterranean foam, 

Till they at last went home— 
Not all the Daisies. 

Bridegrooms to left of them, 

3ridesmaids to rear of them, 

Canons (or other clergy) in front of them, 
Choirs singing praises. 

Many a gay young buck 

Felt for his life in luck 

Through having one day struck 
Those Buckeye Daisies. 
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HE holiday season is rapidly 
approaching and is almost 
upon us. The time has come 
when we are most of us 
looking forward with pleasur- 
able anticipation to a few 
weeks’ freedom from toil, to a 

brief release from office drudgery. Tempus 
est ludendi as that incomparable humorist, 
Cicero, replied when someone asked him 
what time it was. But though every- 
body is equally. anxious to spend his 
vacation in as enjoyable a fashion as he 
can it is not always easy to make up 
one’s mind as to the most suitable locality 
in which to pass those moments of enforced 
leisure which recur with such delightful 
regularity at this period of the year. 
One thing we are all apparently agreed 
upon, and that is the necessity for getting 
away from the domestic hearth as far and 
as quickly as possible. ‘There is no place 
like home—fortunately—as Madame Patti 
has remarked three times a day for nearly 
half-a-century, and though one’s ain 
fireside may possess exceptional attractions 
during the winter months, when the 
English summer has at length set in with 
its customary severity there springs to the 
human breast a strong desire to escape 
from the commonplace surroundings of 
domestic life and seek recreation in the 
wider spaces of the outside world. 


HE popular ideas of enjoyment 
differ vastly. One man delights 
in stalking cariboo in Central 
Africa, another hastens to Norway 

to fish for reaper, a third hies him to his 
native heath and plays cricket on the 
village green with twenty-one other fellows 
seven times hotter than himself. One 
man takes a walking tour in the Scilly 
Isles with a tooth brush, a copy of “ The 
‘Open Road,” and a change of socks in 
his knapsack, and a “late lark singing” in 
his heart; another mounts his motor 
bicycle and sits in a thorough draught for 
ten hours a day while the picturesque 
scenery of the Lake District flashes by. him 
unobserved. But to the majority of man- 
kind the word, “ holiday,” suggests a period 
of complete repose, when the tired bread- 
winner may don his oldest suit of flannels 
and sit in the sun with a French novel in 
one hand, a cigar in the other, and in his 
breast the strong determination to fall 
into a profound sleep from which he may 
only occasionally awake in time to partake 
of that series of Gargantuan meals which 
punctuate the day so pleasantly. 


HERE can a holidaymaker find 

a more perfect haven of rest 

than by the shores of what 
Swinburne has called “ the salt 

estranging sea,’ that illimitable ocean 
which is the peculiar heritage of the 
Anglo-Saxon race? What can _ be 
pleasanter than to lie at full length upon 
the yellow sands listening to “the in- 
numerable laughter of the waves, while an 
adjacent troupe of nigger minstrels armed 
with a harmonium render the comic songs 
of yesteryear in a manner calculated to 
make the tide go out and never come 
back, and somebody’s large black dog, 
which has just triumphantly retrieved a 


Inere to Spend tihe 
Inlolidays 


By Harry Graham. 


walking stick from the sea, bounds up to 
you and shakes its sopping coat in your 
face? Hark! in the distance the shrill 
cry of the bumboat woman advertising 
her modest wares to the passer-by! Hark 
again! the hoarse commands of some old 
sea captain urging his crew to scuttle the 
keel, or belay, or man the mizzen hatch- 
boom, or whatever is the exact operation 
for putting out to sea ! 


HAT more charming spectacle is 
to be found than that of 
group of sunburnt bare-legged 
children making mud pies upon 

the beach? How delightful it is to see 
the little ones enjoying themselves so 
innocently!  Paterfamilias is sleeping 
gracefully in the centre of the castle which 
his darlings have erected round him while 
every now and then baby fills his ears 
with sand or little Horace cunningly ex- 
cavates a channel up which the incoming 
tide may be diverted to his unsuspecting 
parent’s new brown boots. Mother sits in 
the background knitting an antimacassar 
and smiling at her offspring, while from 
time to time little Nellie hastens to her 
side with a large piece of evil-smelling 
seaweed or a defunct crab in the last 
stages of decomposition which the darling 
child drops affectionately into the maternal 
lap ere she hastens away in search of more 
wonders of the deep. 


eo 


PICURES may rave about the com- 
forts of our metropolitan work- 
houses with their porcelain baths 
and their boards groaning with 

good cheer; gourmets may lick their lips 
over the prospect of a civic banquet of 
caviar and turtle soup; but to the healthy 
holidaymaker there is nothing more ex- 
quisite than threepennyworth of shrimps 
in a paper bag, there is nothing more 
luxurious than the simple pallet bed of 
the seaside lodging-house. ‘‘ Damp sheets 
and a flowing sea” as the poet says—but 
why proceed ? “ Thalassa !” was the cry 
of the ancient Greeks as our old friend, 
Herodotus, tells us in his Sixth Eclogue, 
and that cry still re-echoes in the hearts 
of all Englishmen who have not had the 
privilege of a public-school education as 
they catch sight of the expanse of dark 
blue ocean which bounds their island 
home. How true it is that Britannia 
rules the waves! Not only do her men- 
of-war brave the battle and the breeze 
upon a thousand seas, but her far-flung 
fleet of ocean tramps, commanded by 
Norwegians, manned by Poles, and stoked 
by Lascars, supply world-wide evidence of 
her unquestioned maritime supremacy. 


-RIGHTON has been rightly named 
“the Queen of tle South.” As 

a health resort she has no equal 

and few superiors within a radius 

of ten miles. Her climate is mild yet 
invigorating ; her shrimps make the shrimps 
of her neighbours look Jess like prawns 
than ever; her niggers are only rivalled 
by the Ethiopians at Margate; her bath 
chairs are more like baths and less like 
chairs than any Ican think of; her pier 
is unique with the exception of that 
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_the eyes of their 
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at Southsea, Harrogate, and a few other 
places whose names I forget; her hotel 
accommodation is matchless and un- 
limited. Which of us has not at some 
time or other in his mad and giddy youth 
spent a-week-end at the “ Métropole” in 
the company of a sister, a cousin, or an 
aunt? That famous establishment still 
holds its own as in the days of long ago. 
Outside its doors stand a score of well- 
appointed motor cars waiting to convey 
their owners to neighbouring retreats. 
Within its gilded dining-rooms a hundred 
deferential waiters minister to the wants 
of their replete patrons. See, at those 
tables by the window, self - conscious 
scions of the jeunesse stage-doorée smile into 
fair companions, who 
look as though they had walked straight 
out of picture post cards. But the society 
here is not exclusively frivolous. Perish 
the thought! The gathering is as mixed 
as the bathing ought to be. Rural 
deans in gaiters, Anarchists in red ties, 
Mr. Bernard Shaw disguised as a wolf in 
sheep’s-wool clothing, “Mr. Frank Richard- 
son in riding breeches and spurs (his bi- 
cyc e is sometimes very restive in the early 
morning), half the world and his wile, and 
the other half of the world with somebody 
else’s wife, may be observed spending a 
happy Sunday at what is perhaps the 
most popular seaside watering-place in 
the kingdom. Brighton is indeed a perfect 
spot in which to pass a peaceful week- 
end. It is always a matter of life-long 
regret to me that I have never been there. 


* The author disclaims all responsibility for the 
correctness of his facts. Letters of abuse or com- 
plaint should be addressed to the Editor of THE 
TATLER. 


The Channel Tunnel 
Again. 
The promoters of the Channel tunnel 
have been circulating much litera- 
ture to prove that very few invaders could 
be sent through it in a short time even 
if the Dover end was successfully seized. 
But then our military system is arranged 
and rearranged on such a plan that a 
small number of men could do a vast 
amount of damage before they were 
stopped. 


The Real Problem. 


hen we have a large army ready for 
defence at once instead of six 
months after war begins there will be no 
danger if there are as many tubes under 
the Channel as under London. While we 
have not a proper army there will be 
periodical panics, and perhaps some daya 
successful invasion, tunnel or no tunnel. 


Six Months’ Hard Labour. 


Although the Channel tunnel, 
If it should reach our coast, 

Would be a narrow funnel 

For pouring in’a host, 
Yet by persistence steady 

This can be done, it’s clear ; 
For we should not be ready 

To fight for half-a-year. 
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By Geo. Belcliher. 


FROM. 


WHERE Hk CAME 


‘Ullo! Where did you come from? 


Foreman to O’Flannigan (who has just fallen off scaffold) : 


From the north-west of Oireland, sorr 


O’Flannigan : 
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Ghe PREVAILING CRAZE. By Heath Robinson. 


“Great Ormiston! What, more living statues ?” 
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By Will Owen. 


Eric: May | go out and look at the comet, mummy? Mummy: Yes, dear; but don’t go too close 
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SHOULD CURATES STARVIE? By Geo. Morrow. 


. 
A 


That ‘‘the salaries of curates are notoriously inadequate " is common knowledge 
“Two vicars and eleven curates with their lady relatives and friends, all sitting round the stage in a crescent like Uncle Bones and his darkey coonies, 
formed the chorus in a novel entertainment recently given in the Wellington Pier pavilion at Yarmouth.” —Daily Paper 


These quotations have suggested an idea which might be adopted with advantage by our impecunious curates 
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THE PAGEANT PASSION. By Tom Browne. 
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A Sure Cure. 

STREET | preacher 
in a west of Scot- 
land town called 
a policeman who 

was passing and complained of being 
annoyed by a certain section of the 
audience and asked him to remove the 
objectionable ones. ‘“ Weel, ye see,” replied 
the cautious officer, “it would be a hard 
job for me tae spot them, but I'll tell ye 
what I’d dae if I were you.” ‘ What 
would you do?” eagerly inquired the 
preacher. “Just gae roun’ wi’ the hat.” 


The Usefulness of a Tune. 
he daughter of a Derbyshire rector 
taught the choirboys a new tune at 
a Monday evening’s practice to be sung 
on the following Sun- 
day. Sunday morning 
came. 

“Well, Johnny,” 
said Miss X et 
hope you haven't for- 
gotten the new tune, 
for we depend much 
on you.” 

“Naw, mum, not 
a bit. Why, I’ve been 
a-skeering the crows 
with it all the week.” 


# : tt 


Not for Her. 
A story is told of a 


young wife who 
knew little of house- 


keeping. She was in 
consequence of that 
inexperience disposed 


to stand a bit in awe 
of the butcher, the 
baker, and the candle- 
stick - maker, for she 
felt sure they must be 
aware of the extent of 
her ignorance in house- 


hold matters. She 
ordered only — such 
things as she was 


absolutely sure of, and 
she made her inter- 
views with the trades- 
men as brief as pos- 
sible. 

One morning there 

came to her house a 
collecter of ashes. 
““ Ash-ees, ash-ees !” 
she heard him call in 
stentorian tones. As 
‘the cry was repeated 
again and again she 
became more and 
more perplexed as to 
what “ash-ees”” meant. 
Tinally, she went to the gate in the rear 
and openedit. “ Ash-ees?”’ came the gut- 
tural question from the man. 

The young wife hesitated for a moment. 
Drawing herself up to a dignified attitude 
she replied coldly, “No, | don’t think I 
care for any to-day.” 

% ie i 
How he Saw it. 
youthful visitor was being entertained 
on board a Russian battleship. His 
hosts plied him so freely with drinks that 
towards the end of the meal he, less 
strong-headed than they, began to feel the 
effects. They invited him at length to 
come and see round the ship. 

“Can’t we stay here and let the ship 

go round us?” he replied weakly. 


The Marriage Service. 

A Hampshire clergyman recently related 
eS some of the blunders he had heard 
made in the marriage service by persons 
of the class who have to pick up the words 
as best they can from hearing them repeated 
by others. He said that in his own parish 
it was quite the fashion for the man when 
giving the ring to say to the woman :— 

“With my body I thee wash up, and 
with all my hurdle goods I, thee, and 
thou.” 

He said the women were generally 
better up in this part of the service than 
the men. 

One day, however, a bride startled him 
by promising, in what she supposed to be 
the language of the Prayer Book, to take 
her husband “to ’ave and to ‘old from 
this day fortni’t for betterer horse, for 


THE WORST OF THE HOLIDAYS 


Lady Mountaineer: Oh, Mr. Jones, | wish | had a donkey to help me up 
Kind Man: Never mind; you lean on me, Mrs. Smith 


richerer power, in siggerness health, to 
love cherries, and to bay.” 

What meaning this extraordinary vow 
conveyed to the woman’s own mind the 
incumbent said it baffled him to conjecture. 


A Matrimonial Mistake. 
LX newly-married man had been rather 
discontentedly fumbling about with 
a certain garment when he lost patience 
and called to his wife. “ Jennie, how 
is it that each of these clothes bags has 
a hole in the bottom of it?” 
“ We haven't any clothes bags.” 
“Why, what’s this ve been putting 
my collars and cuffs in all this week?” 
“Why, George! that’s the sleeve of 
my tea-gown.” 
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G.N.R. 
JEN gentleman . travelling 
on the Great Northern 
Railway, having delivered 
his luggage to the care of 
a porter, made himself comfortable in 
the corner of a carriage. The porter 
came to the carriage for the “reward of 
merit.” 

“Well,” said the gentleman, ‘‘I see by 
the letters, ‘G.N.R,’ on your cap, ‘ Gratui- 
ties never received.’ ” 

“A little mistake, sir,’ 
porter. “It really means, 
never refused.’ ”’ 


? 


replied the 
‘Gratuities 


He Knew Something. 


Dutchman was whipping his boy one 
day. After laying on the rod for 
some time he stopped 
and said :— 
“Vot you tink now, 
Hans?” 
“Nothing, father.” 
“Yes you do, you 
tink your fadder is a 
tonkey. Now I [ck 
you for dat.” 


A New Toast. 
his was the toast a 
local wag offered 
at a banquet in Lon- 
don given in honour of 
the women Suffragists : 
“To the women of 
England; Heaven 
bless ‘em. Formerly 
our superiors, now our 
equals.” 


One Way. 
ox reverend gentle- 
man was address- 
ing a Sunday - school 
class not long ago and 
was trying to enforce 
the doctrine that when 
people’s hearts were 
sinful they needed 
regulating. Taking 
out his watch and 
holding it up he 
said :— ; 
“Now, here is my 


watch. Suppose it 
doesn’t keep good 
time—now goes too 


fast, and now too slow 
—what shall I do with 
Meee ee 

“Sell it,” promptly 
replied a boy. 

it ait 
A Deposit Wanted. 


A® applicant for a suitable life partner 
was told by the proprietor of the 
matrimonial agency that he must make a 
deposit of fr. 
“One pound,” he bawled, “do you 
suppose I’d want to get married if I had 
all that money?” 


ar Lo tt 
Powers of the Pen. 


t is amusing to see how a railway com- 
pany can eulogise twenty different 
resorts on its line and vary the language 
in such a way that each place seems 
the best of the lot without causing any 
of the others to appear in the least 
inferior. 
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Major Bunker (who has been persuaded to join ina game of hockey for the first time—absent-mindedly preparing to drive) : Fore |, 
The above is one of the many humorous pictures in ‘‘Mr. Punch’s Book of Sports” 


_ne latest addition to the excellent Punch’ Library of Humour ’'—only one of the many good things that come to us from Carmelite House—is a bright trio of well-printed 
volumes entitled ‘‘ Mr. Punch’s Bock of Sports,’? ‘* Mr. Punch Awheel,’’ and ‘‘ Mr. Punch's Country. Life" 
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KEEP COOL! KEEP COOL! THE MOTOR BATH 
Owner (as the car insists upon backing into a dyke): Don’t be alarmed. Nurse: Oh, baby, look at the diver! (The above, as also the drawing on 
Keep cool! Try and keep cool! (Friend thinks there is every probability the left of this page, is one of many gems from Mr. Punch’s store of good 
of their keeping very cool whether they try to or not) things that find a place in ‘‘Mr Punch Awheel’”’) 


With such a collection of good things before one it is well-nigh impossible—and certainly invidious—to particularise. These volumes are just the thing for a train 
journey, an idle hour in town or country, anywhere, everywhere. It should be mentioned that these volumes are published by arrangement with the proprietors of 
*Punch,"’ Messrs. Bradbury, Agnew and Co., to whose courtesy we are indebted for the reproductions on this page 
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This is a 
Camera for 
the watch- 
pocket. 


The “Ticka” Camera 
is exactly the size of 
the illustration. It is = 
no larger than a watch, can be Loaded and Unloaded 
in Daylight, and will yet take 25 dainty little photo- 
graphs (each one the exact size of a penny stam),) on 
a single Spool of Film. You can reload the “ Ticka” 
as often as you like with spools costing 10d. each. 
Each new spool contains film for 25 pictures. No 
troublesome focussing, every picture sharp and clear— 
always. 

Her Majesty The Queen 

uses a “Ticka” Camera, 


and has written to say she is very pleased with the 
pictures she has taken with it. 


The “Ticka” is made of metal throughout and heavily 
plated. It is a sciextific Camera, not a toy. Has a Time and In- 
stantaneo-s Shutter. Will take snapshots or portraits. The 
photographs can be autom..tically enlarged in priniing to 3}x2t 
size in the “ Ticka” Printing Box. Geta“ Ticka” for your week- 
ends. It is the only Camera you can carry about with you every- 
where, Special offer to readers of “The Tatler.” We will 
send you 20 original photographs (not reproductions) and a Fully 
Illustrated Booklet describing the “ Ticka" if you will mention 
“The Tatler” on your Post Card when writing. “Ticka"” 
Cameras are sold everywhere by all Photographic Dealers at 8/6. 


HOUGHTONS Ltd., 


The Largest Manufacturers of Cameras in the Kingdom, 


88, HIGH HOLBORN, W.C.—Established 1834, 


ed ee 
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A Lull in First Nights. 


HE London theatre very 
quickly feels the effects 
of the end of. the 
season. * On every side 

well-known houses are being 
closed, and much to the regret 
of all theatregoers Mr. Beer- 
bohm Tree brought his season 
to a close on Friday. Mr. Tree 
is about to take a holiday prior 
to making his usual autumn 
tour. During this time His 
Majesty’s will be tenanted by 
Mr. Oscar Asche. Very inte- 
resting is it to hear that Mr. 
Tree's first production on his 
return’ to town will be an 
adaptation by Mr. J. W. Locke 
of his delightful novel, “The 
Beloved Vagabond.” All 
theatregoers will look forward 
with delight to this promised 
‘** sood thine.” 


Court Plays at the Savoy. 


{> veryone will wish success to 
the ambitious venture of 
Messrs. Vedrenne and Barker at 
the Savov Theatre. Their work 
at the Court has done a. world 
of good for the English drama ; 
theirenterprise, theirenthusiasm, 
and their willingness to take 
risks in the production of ap- 
parently unpopular plays has 
at last produced a recognition 
which has resulted in a box 
office overwhelmed with work. 
Most interesting is the. an- 
nouncement that in November 
Messrs. Vedrenne and Barker 
will produce Mr. Bernard Shaw's 
Cwsar and Cleopatra at the 
Savoy with Mr. Forbes Robert- 
son and Miss Gertrude Elliott 
playing the principal! parts in 
the piece. 


A SCENE FROM ACT I. OF 


Bassano 


THE LATEST PORTRAIT OF MISS JESSIE BATEMAN 


For a short while this popular and clever actress has forsaken these shores 

and at the present time is on board the ‘‘Avon"’ bound for Brazil. She 

arrives there on Monday next, and immediately on the arrival of the steamer 

will be married to Mr. Wilfred G. Chancellor. Our photograph depicts 
Miss Bateman in her wedding dress 


“IN THE BISHOP'S CARRIAGE”—THE ENTRANCE OF NANCE 


““The Walls of Jericho.” 


M: Arthur Bourchier tells 
me that The Walls: of 
Jericho maintains its popularity 
to an enormous degree. His 
Jack Frobisher should not be 
missed by theatregoers who 
appreciate good work. 


Children’s Names. 
ery Curious is it to note the 
tendency among actors 
and actresses who are married to 
call their children after the 
favourite part they have played. 
For instance, Mrs. Beerbohm 
Tree called her eldest daughter 
Viola alter her favourite Shak- 
sperean heroine. . Mr.. George 
I-dwardes, who madea great deal 
of money out of Dorothy, named 
his daughter Dorothy, the young 
lady who was martied a little 
time ago. Thenalso Mr, Henry 
Arthur. Jones’s. son, David 
Remon, was named alter the 
hero of dike Masaveraders: 


Sir Glistles Weyndhari 


ew things have- been 
pleasanter than the popu- 
larity of Sir Charles Wyndham’s 
revival of The Liars at the 
Criterion. Both he and Miss 
Mary Moore charm all by their 
splendid work. It is interesting 
to note that Sir Charles’s school 
has been the simple one of 
experience in front of the public. 
“Certainly,” he said a_ little 
time ago, “I learnt a good deal 
from the French stage and not 
alittle, too, from Lester Wallack, 
but if you ask me I should say 
that there are three things that 
teach a young actor his art— 
they are Nature,.the audience, 
and—tlie stage manager.” 


Dover Street Studios 


This play, in which Miss Fanny Ward makes a decided hit, was transferred from the Waldorf to the Aldwych on Saturday. The names of the characters in 


the above photograph, 


reading from left to right, are: 


Obermuller, a theatrical agent (Mr. Henry Vibart), Nellie (Miss Edith Cartwright), the Bishop 


(Mr. Arnold Lucy), Nance (Miss Fanny Ward), Mrs. Ramsay (Miss Agnes Hewitt), Latimer (Mr. Frank Cooper), and Mrs. Latimer (Miss Elspeth Dudgeon) 
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Diary Snapshots. 
H! Once 
little book and a box of new 


more alone with my 


quills. I am extremely glad that 
I suddenly broke out asa diary- 
maker. It gives me infinite enjoyment to 
sit quietly and think back, and then to 
sort out the things that amused or annoyed 
me most between one entry and another 
and ina sort of way to make a permanent 
little snapshot of them for future refresh- 
ment. If any of the unescapable griefs 
that come to all of us in this curious 
episode between we know not what and 
we dread to think-when come to me, I do 
not quite think that they will find a place 
in this. 
ue 
Commem. at Oxford. 
Yeo. This shall be reserved for all the 
foolish, funny, stupid, and quaint 
things that may come into my line of 
sight as I gallop through the hours. At 
the moment I confess that I have not yet 
zot over the effects of a whole week spent 
in a great nursery among baby boys. Of 
course, | mean Commemoration Week at 
Oxford. It makes me laugh to write it, 
but I really and honestly still feel rumpled 
and breathless, untidy, and dog-tired. 
Until one has lunched in the rooms of an 
undergraduate with a dozen others and 
forced back continuous gusts of sudden 
laughter at the baby wisdom of their 
solemn prattling. and the stodgy lightness 
of their heavy levity, until one has under- 
gone tea on the Cher and lived through 
the too-amusing evening at a college ball, 
one knows nothing of the brain fag of the 
nursery governess. 


Cashing a Cheque. 
My little brother is an undergraduate. 
A few’ months ago he was an 
enthusiastic and restlessly energetic boy. 
Now there is no man in London half so 
painfully unruffled, so immaculately blasé, 
so persistently bitter. To see him with 
the greatest effort drag himself at eleven 
o'clock in the morning—his almost beard- 
less chin scraped brutally clean, his curly 
black head tonicked down relentlessly— 
to cash a cheque in the High would wring 
a burst of merriment from the mask of 
Dante. 
& So 

The Bullingdon Dance. 
It was he, of course, who conducted 

us through the week. He hid his 
excitement, joy, and pride under a really 
magnificent assumption of boredom. Only 
once did he break down and let his feelings 
gleam like a hot fire from behind a sud- 
denly-shifted screen. That was half-way 
through the Bullingdon dance. Iam, you 
see, not merely pretty but quite uncommonly 
pretty ; in fact, if I must own up, very, 
very beautiful—it isn’t my fault—and so 
he had been charged at by every child 
who knew him for an introduction. To 
be my brother was, in fact, a stroke of 
genius. Billy felt that he deserved a blue, 
And it was when his best friend suddenly 
caught his arm, glared at him furiously, 
and said, ‘““My Hat! but your sister is 
pretty,” that the fire behind the screen 
scorched me for an instant. Billy shot his 
right cuff hard, forced a forefinger between 
his collar and his neck, changed his feet, 
and said, ‘“‘ Wh-at Rot!” 


By Cosmo Hamilton. 
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The Pageant. 
e and his set did not wait up for the 


pageant. Amateur shows bored 
them stiff, they said, As a matter of 


fact they had eagerly and appreciatively 
watehed many of the rehearsals and knew 
the whole thing by heart. Mother and I 
stayed up and were well repaid. The 
colours, the groupings, the sudden ap- 
proaches, the sweet old early - English 
music, the calm and greenness of the 
meadows, the silver glint of the stream, 
the unconscious artistry of the children, 
the magnificent elocution of Mr. Henry 
Neville, the amazing feeling of smallness 
it gave one to watch the dead centuries 
live and die again one after another in 
quick succession like the electric advertise- 
ments at night in Trafalgar Square, were 
new and attractive experiences. I was 
quite fascinated with these living pictures 
of dead events; they stirred me deeply and 
gave me several emotional moments. 


+ te 


Some Absurdities. 


here were, of course, several exquisitely 
absurd moments. The approach of 
Shakspere with the head of the picture 
books and the legs of a beardless boy ; the 
high-tilted nose of an Oxfordshire county 
dame compelled to move by the side of 
the person who usually took her orders 
for servants’ bedding; the cheeky intru- 
sion of a half-bred Irish terrier at the 
moment when Charles I. landed from his 
state barge; the sudden bolt of little big 
Mr. Kipling from the grandstand followed 
to his evident annoyance by an obsequious 
official; the arrival of the American 
humorist, whose books are famous for 
never haying been read by the present 
generation; the rain-drenched nuns and 
knights, kings, and ancient Britons dash- 
ing for cabs—these are only a few of the 
things that brought laughter to one’s 
lips. 


# 4 %& 


Not a D.Litt, 


(re of the remarks of my baby brother's 

great friend sticks in my memory. 
He was talking coldly about the one man 
who ought to haye been made a D.Litt. 
and was not—‘ Dr. Bishop, who. wrote 
‘Uric; or, Little by Little,’ that has been 
serialised in all the London papers for 
years.” 


A Goldstick’s Proposal. 


Axther man proposed to me last night 

at the dance at Grosvenor House. I 
have met him several times. He isa Gold- 
stick by occupation. One thinks of him, 
however, as a drab wall. He led me into 
the little square place over the front door 
hung round with striped stuff and lanterns. 
Then, standing over me with the air of 
superb condescension such as is worn by 
nearly all the men who run about the 
polished floors of royal residences on the 
heels of their shoes, he murmured, ‘“‘ Look 
he-ar, you m’y marray me if y’like. 
Whar?” I did not say anything ; I could 
not. I wrote three capital letters on the 
back of my programme; my brother uses 
them frequently when asked to dine with 
men he refuses to herd with—N.H.A. I 
wonder if he will ever know what they 
stand for ? 
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THE PIPES 
OF PAN 


By Landon 
Ronald. 


Mr. Macmillen. 

SEE that Mr. Francis Macmillen, the 
violinist, announces another violin 
recital—this time an afternoon one— 
and I am wondering how he will 

succeed in getting the hall in darkness. 
At his two previous concerts, which were 
given in the evening, he had the lights 
lowered during his solos, with what par- 
ticular object it is hard to guess. 

ae 3 Ba 
The ‘‘ Sofa” Stall. 

o go in cold blood to a concert-room, 

to sit in an exceedingly uncom- 
fortable “sofa stall’? (one wonders in 
amazement why “sofa’’), to be surrounded 
by people who probably talk the best part 
of the time, and then to suddenly find one- 
self in darkness, is certainly not conducive 
to enjoyment or appreciation. On the 
contrary, it is irritating to those who are 
not tired and enticing to those who are to 
indulge in just ‘ forty winks.” 
ae ie bP 
Lights Out. 
] even heartily disapprove of the practice 
at Covent Garden. If it is intended 
to keep the people quiet it hopelessly fails 
because [ have seen and heard more con- 
fusion from the arrival of late comers 
trying to find their seats in the dark during 
the first act of The Flying Dutchman, for 
instance, than ever Wagner wanted on the 
stage when the unfortunate Dutchman is 
about to land. It is no argument in its 
favour to say that it must be correct 
because it is done at Bayreuth. They can 
do anything at Bayreuth because we all 
go there solely and wholly to hear Wag- 
ner’s operas and nothing else. 
Keeping Awake. 3 
Bt in London it is a very different 
thing. Probably 60 per cent. of the 
audience are going on to some supper 
party, musical at home, or ball, and go to 
the opera to fill in the time and to keep 
them awake. About 25 per cent. perhaps 
are genuine music-lovers, and the remaining 
15 per cent. are there by mere chance. 
Now an audience like that, the greater 
part of whom are not there to take things 
seriously, surely cannot approve of arriving 
at an opera-house that is in pitch dark- 
ness. It will not and does not help them 
to a better understanding of Wagner's 
music; it prevents tlie few earnest students 
present from following the work with a 
score, and causes the greatest inconyeni- 
ence to those who arrive late. 


For the Tired Husband. 
f there is any raison d’étre at all for such 
a practice perhaps it is more excusable 
at Covent Garden because at all events 
people are enabled to look on the stage, 
and accordingly their attention is well 
occupied. But frankly, if other artists are 
going to follow Mr. Macmillen’s extra- 
ordinary example and. save the electric- 
lighting bill of the hall manager | can 
hear in the future all the tired husbands 
saying to their wives, ‘‘No, my dear, I 
won't go to the theatre to-night, 1am so 
terribly sleepy. As you are going out I 
will just run round to Stichivoski’s concert 
and have a snooze. We had to buy seats 
so I may as well use the tickets, and it will 
be beautifully dark there. Immediately the 
lights are up I'll come back. Good-bye.” 
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PORTRAIT STUDIES PRETTY WOMEN. 


‘ 
‘ 
' 
. 
me 
f 
‘ 
. 
_s 
da 
ae 
t 
' 
U 
i 


Ci 
ASR 


Mrs. Chauncey is among the best-known and most popular American hostesses in London Ww 


MRS. CHAUNCEY 
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THE TALLER 


ohe 


A New Hobby. 

HE call of the open road has ever 
been with us, but it is only of 
recent years that the cult of the 
caravan has become a factor in 

the holiday life of this country, and now 
that no less a person than Lady Arthur 


A GLIMPSE INSIDE THE ‘ TRIUMVIR,” 


her summer 
fashion, living in a 
gipsy clothes, calling 
herself Syeira Lee, and selling baskets 
on the roadside, one may assume that 
caravanning will soon become a fashion- 
able craze, doubtless much to the disgust 
of Mr. Bertram Smith, who has 
just written a seductive volume 


Grosvenor has _ started 
holiday in gipsy 
caravan, wearing 


on 


called “ The Whole Art of Cara- 
vanning.”’ (Longmans, Green 
and Co. 2s. 6d.) 

e * 
A Pioneer. 


NM r. Bertram Smith is indeed a 

pioneer of caravanning, 
and as he rightly says, twenty 
years ago there would have been 
no room for such a book as that 
which he has written. ‘“ There 
are,” he goes on to say, “ many 
signs that the ancient practice of 
caravanning has still a great 
future before it, and not the 
least of them is that missionary 
spirit among caravanners which 
bids them tell the story of the 
open road.’’ Mr. Smith has cer- 
tainly succeeded in throwing a 
glamour over the game of cara- 
vanning ; through his persuasive- 
ness one overlooks bad weather, 
washing-up operations, cooking 
meals, and the morning bath—all 
such matter-of-fact incidents in 
ordinary life but somewhat awful 
to contemplate whencaravanning. 


Caravanning No Terrible Thing. 
owever, Mr. Bertram Smith has a 
reply to this, and certainly shows 
that caravanning is no very terrible 
undertaking after all. 


S M: first caravan, the 

‘Triumvir, is a real triumph 
of lightness in construction. With a 
length of 18 ft. and three good rooms 
inside, she weighs unloaded no more than 
a ton, and on a good road spins along 


of 


His Caravan. 
good ship 


SHOWING THE EXCELLENT ACCOMMODATION 


almost like a dogcart. She is indeed a 
mere shell of white-wood panels less than 
half-an-inch in thickness with a roof of 


Willesden canvas and light carriage 
wheels and springs. She is so large in 
proportion to the horse that tender- 


hearted persons are often apt to look at 


WHERE THE MOTOR CANNOT FOLLOW—THE 


me askance as one with no compassion for 
dumb animals, and the face of the horse 
himself when first introduced to her, and 
before he had tested her running powers, 
was a study in indignant consternation. 
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Mr. Smith’s Caravans. 
Ss My caravans are all built of large 
square panels of varnished wood— 
mahogany or white wood—on a strong 
ash or oak frame. I find that half-an-inch 
is sufficient thickness for panels, and the 
whole eflect though simple is quite hand- 
some enough, especially when the wood 
of the panels j is well chosen and it has 
time to ‘colour.’ For like a favourite 
pipe your caravan if it be well cared 
for improves with years of wind and 
weather. A little gutter let into the 
roof on the system adopted in railway 
carriages prevents the drip from spoiling 
the woodwork. 
ihe Caravan Kitchen. 
silt jane found it an excellent plan to 
have the whole of the front built 
of movable panels. This is my kitchen 
when in camp, and here one can 
practically cook in the open air, and 
when on the road sitting here on deck- 
chairs with all the panels open and a 
grand view of the surrounding country, 
raised as they are far as walls and 
hedges, the lazy, aged, infirm may 
drive the horse. 


Other Caravan Details. 
te Tht, roof must, of course, be slightly 
arched, and should not be less 
than 6 ft. high from the floor at the 
sides and perhaps g in. higher in the 
centre. The whole structure will thus 
stand some 9 or ro ft. from the ground. 
It cannot well be less than 6 ft. 6 in. in 
breadth to allow for plenty of sleeping 
accommodation. You must be provided 
with steps and lamps. A wooden block 
slung ona chain above the back wheels 
may save you from the difficulty of finding 
a stone if your horse should fail on a 
steep hill.” 


“ TRIUMVIR ” 


CALLS A HALT 


uch are but a few of the interesting 
points in Mr. Smith’s book, and if on 
going through it the reader fails to hear 
the “call to the open road”’ one will be 
very much. surprised. 


